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THE suggestion of a breeze that crept in through the windows failed to budge the heavy cloak of tobacco 
smoke which smothered the room. The brilliant crimson 
and gold sign above the door was an almost unreadable haze 
from the opposite wall. B Battery, 290th Armored FA 
Battalion, Camp Clarke, Hammelburg, Germany. The 
click of pool ball against pool ball. Soldier talk. Cuss the 
weather, cuss the equipment, cuss the Old Man, cuss each 
other. Cuss. 
Fifty men, in a small room, four thousand miles from 
home. No where to go. Just pool, talking, swearing, and 
beer. Always lots of beer. Good stuff, too. Put a person 
under quick. The caps peeled off without an opener. 
Quicker that way. You could tell the drinkers. They had 
respect for the stuff. They'd fondle and caress the can until 
the last drop was transferred into their bloated bellies. 
More lids to pull back. More dark fluid to transfer. Soon, 
they would go to sleep, and forget where they were. A 
clean little barracks in a dirty little village, four thousand 
miles from home. 
Not all drank to oblivion. Sergeant Montgomery didn't. 
Sergeant First Class John Montgomery, Chief of Section, 
third howitzer. Good man for the job. A big powerful 
body towered six and a half feet into the air. He looked 
up at no one in the outfit. His carefully arranged uniform 
fit snugly about his wide shoulders and powerful chest, 
which tapered down to a trim waist developed from a dozen 
years of military training and self discipline. Big hands. 
Most people found their own buried and lost in his. His 
voice came from deep inside his massive chest and thundered 
for attention when he spoke. He was a handsome Negro, 




into a face that matched the power of the voice that emerged 
from it. 
Twelve years of service. He thought about it. The 
army had been good to him. He had done what he was 
told, doing the best he could. Promotion came slowly to 
a regular Army man, but he had worked and now he had 
his second rocker to wear. He was a good soldier and was 
proud of it. He was proud of his section, too. Rated best 
in the battalion. They were a good bunch of men he had. 
They worked for him, and he saw to it that whenever passes 
came out, his section always got more than their share. He 
stuck up for them in front of the Old Man and, something 
that made him feel he was doing right, his men stuck up for 
him. At least six of them did. 
He had a seven-man crew. Six white boys. One Negro, 
Hendrickson, Samuel E., RA 174562Q3. Montgomery was 
ashamed of him, for what he did for his race. In the Army 
color doesn't matter. If you've got what it takes you'll get 
ahead. He had learned that long ago. Push people and 
you get nowhere. This, Hendrickson couldn't seem to 
get. His was number seven man in Montgomery's crew. If 
it had been an eight man crew, he would have been eighth. 
He was no good. He was drunk whenever he was off-duty. 
He would have been drunk on duty if Montgomery hadn't 
kept him near him all day. He had to be threatened to get 
any work out of him. 
Montgomery had worked him for five months, and the 
only thing he had accomplished with him was to make his 
bunk up decently. He was a lousy artillery man. 
Of course, Hendrickson didn't think so. 
Montgomery sat watching him on the other side of the 
room, peeling the cap off another can of beer. A dozen or 
so empties lay at his feet. For the past half-hour he had 
been getting noisier and rougher. Probably he would start 
making trouble soon. The Sergeant shook his head at this 
thought. How many times had he stepped in and taken a 
knife away from him when the beer got to his head? Maybe 
it would be better to let him cut someone up. Then he'd 
be taken care of and put where he wouldn't trouble B Bat-
tery anymore. No, that's what sergeants were for. He let 
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a deep breath sigh out. Maybe he would come around 
sometime. Had to keep trying. 
Hendrickson finished his can and reached down to the 
case at his feet. No more full ones. He looked around, 
reached out, and yanked a half full can out of the hand of 
a man sitting next to him. T h e soldier jumped up and 
started to reach to take the can back, but Hendrickson was 
on his feet, swaying from side to side, with a knife in his 
hand. 
"Come at me, boy, and I'll carve you." 
Montgomery had seen the situation coming and was 
across the room in an instant. He came up behind the 
Negro, reached around him, and with a hard quick slice 
with the edge of his hand, knocked the knife to the floor. 
"Okay, Hendrickson. That 's it for the night. Hi t the 
sack." 
T h e staggering soldier turned around to face his chief, 
rubbing his stinging wrist. "Well, well. Sergeant Mont-
gomery, my lord and protector. Glad to see you're still 
r iding my back. Beginning to miss you." He looked up 
and sneered at Montgomery, with a mouthful of ugly 
stained teeth. T h e only tooth brush he owned was in his 
locker display. 
"Knock it off, soldier, and clear out of here. Now." 
Montgomery took hold of his arm and started to lead him to 
the door. 
Hendrickson yanked the arm free and wheeled around 
to face him, the sudden movement almost thowing him to 
the floor in his drunken state. "Look, Sergeant. Let's have 
this out. What the hell you think you're doing keeping 
me the flunky in the section? Man, listen. We're black 
boys. We gotta stick together, you and me. You can't let 
a bunch of white bastards ride herd on my tail." 
T h e click of pool balls and the steady noise of fifty voices 
stopped. Hendrickson's ragged deep breathing became the 
focus point of the room. 
"That ' s enough lip, Private. Now get out of here and 
go to bed." Montgomery moved towards the swaying body 
again. 
"They call us dirty niggers. What you going to do about 
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that? You like white skin, Sergeant? You're nigger, too." 
In three steps the big Sergeant moved in, grabbed him 
by his shirt, and pinned him off his feet against the wall. 
"Now listen to me, soldier, and listen hard. I'm nigger and 
you are. You're right there. But if you think you get 
special privileges, you're wrong. When you're good enough 
to have a better job, you'll get it. Until then, you'll dig 
ditches and do every little dirty job I've got for you. And 
you'll smile doing them. You hear me? You'll smile." 
Montgomery accented the last remark by shaking the soldier 
in his hands as one would shake a blanket to get the dirt out. 
He let the wide-eyed drunken Negro slide down the wall 
until he rested on his own shaky feet, and let him go. He 
looked at his hands and then wiped them on his pants and 
walked out of the room. For a moment the room remained 
silent. Then the sound of voices and clicking pool balls 
once more rose to its previous level. 
—Jack Gill, Sci. Jr. 
I paused to take the little child's hand and help him on his 
way. 
Where are we? asked the child. 
This is life, I answered. 
Isn't it pretty! And we have so long here. 
No, not really so long. Why do you say it's pretty? 
Oh, but see. You can see that it's pretty. 
But can you see behind, through, around, in? 
No, but I don't need to. All I want to see is here, now. 
Look, over there. There are Dante and Goethe and 
Spinoza and Lucretius and all the others. 
But there is only one over there. Is he all those? 
No, but it will do. Have you never heard of a symbol? 
Oh. 
